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Mentions of previous Dave/Kiko. 


Everyone was on edge as Dave's temper raged on. Everyone except Kiko, who seemed to be oblivious. Pam and 
Electra had been with them the last few stops, hitting up every shopping area known to man as soon as the 


plane touched down. 


In one of the rare times they weren't loading up Dave's AmEx, the girls were in the warm up area with the 
band. The venue tonight in Athens was small, the backstage area cramped and convoluted, all low ceilings and no 
lights. Pam was on her phone, Dirk was sleeping on a couch, Electra was talking and flirting outrageously with 
Kiko as Dave watched on bitterly. Kiko had his guitar hanging from his shoulders, arms stretched up above into 
the beams of the low ceiling as Electra asked him how to say random words in Portuguese. David stood closer 


to the stairs to the stage, worn out after days of Dave's sour mood and the stress of unhappy travel. 


"How do you say sorry? ‘Cause | have to say that a lot." Electra giggled, phone pointed at Kiko and filming. 


"Desculpa," Kiko batted his lashes and flexed his biceps. Dave snarled to himself but said nothing. Electra tried 
to pronounce it and fumbled, strange for someone who was semi-fluent in Spanish. Kiko repeated himself as 


Electra giggled, smiling at the attention of a pretty young woman, 


Everyone seemed oblivious to Dave's nearing breakdown, when he snapped and said things that would sting 
everyone. David took one look from across the room at him snapping his wristbands and picks on the computer 


and decided to try and diffuse the situation. 


He had to bump into Dave to get his attention Dave was pretending not to watch his daughter and guitarist 
but was glued to every swing of Kiko from the rafter and every flash of Electra's perfect white teeth. He 
nudged Dave none too gently and nodded to another small room off the main practice room. The wristbands 


and picks bounced on the painted wood, the picks falling to the floor like tiddlywinks, but Dave followed him. 


The new room was quieter, but no less claustrophobic. Apparently Greek people were very short back when 


this theater was built. 


David looked at his friend, watching as he played with his hair and touched the sunburn on his forehead and 


nose. "Dave, man," he tried to get his attention. "I gotta ask you something." 


"Mmmhhmm," and a feeble nod was Dave's only response. He was just so damn out of it these last few days, 


week maybe. 


"I know this is gonna sound bad, but | gotta ask because | love you." Dave's head shot up, finally looking at 


David with a raised eyebrow. "Are you using again?" 


Dave's face pulled into a rictus of confusion. "What?" His sneer was more pronounced now, lines settling in his 


face and exaggerating every muscle. 


David realized he would have to backpedal, the reaction was much too honest to be hiding anything. "I mean, 


you're just so.. miserable lately, | guess. Everyone's noticed." 


"No, I'm not on drugs." Dave sighed, eyes darting everywhere but at David. "Just some stuff going on right 


now, you know." 


"Oh, yeah, man, I'm sorry." David immediately jumped to the Electra situation. Send Pam and her back home, 
and listen to them bitch long distance and then again when he got back home, or let them stay and have to 
deal with them and Kiko. "That sucks." Kiko was too good to loose and fit in well personality wise. Damn shame 
Electra was practically jumping all over him. It put Dave in a really tough spot. "Is there anything | can do to 
help?" 


Dave stared at him, a level, considering stare. It was unnerving, even after thirty years and the half light of 


the little room. "You're kidding?" Dave had been picking at his knuckle, leaving off as he studied David. 


With a shrug and a smile, David wanted to help out his friend. It would be good for everyone if Dave went back 
to his new normal: happy, talkative, interactive.. All the things he never was when he was using before. David 
didn't notice the signs until it had been too late. He was probably just doing a little something to help take the 
edge off of whatever he was feeling. It would be within Dave's character to say he wasn't on drugs until he 


was totally hooked again. "If you want to talk or whatever, you know, I'm here to help." 


Dave actually looked like he was considering talking, something that spun new hope in David. Maybe he wasn't 
too far down the rabbit hole yet or had some therapy lessons finally sink in. He perched on a case and David 
stood next to him, whatever he was going to say was no doubt private and should be kept that way. 


"It was about a week ago, week and a half, Frankfurt | think" Dave's face rippled as he tried to remember 
details, skin belying all his years of hard living. "Me and Kiko have been hanging out a lot, writing and playing.’ 
Dave's eyes found his. Kiko put a new spring in Dave's step. Riffs flew out faster than they had in years now 
that Dave had a running buddy once more. "And then Kiko gets a call from his wife, and | swear he's on the 
phone for an hour. In Portuguese of course, | can't understand a fucking word of it. But he paced and bit his 
nails and looked at me and paced around again while she's obviously wailing away on the other end" 


David nodded in silence, letting him roll with the story. 
"Every time | try and leave he tells me to sit, and then he finally gets the bitch off the phone and." Dave 
wandered off, lost in his thoughts. "And then he just looked at me." Dave swallowed, lips pursing as he tried to 


get the words out. "Like you used to, after you'd gotten clean and | was still using." 


He knew the look well and remembered damn near every time he'd used it. Sadness, longing, disappointment, and 


since the valium incident, an edge of fear. 
"He kneeled down in front of me on the couch and cut me off" 


Wait. What? David was confused. Cut him off what? Was Kiko supplying Dave drugs this whole time? No wonder 
they'd been so buddy-buday. 


"Done, said she was getting suspicious and we had to stop." Dave bit at his finger again, pulling away a bit of 


broken nail. 


"So.. she knows?" David tried to get more information out of Dave. Maybe just a few NA meetings or 
something and he could be clean again, but if Kiko was giving him drugs.. It would be a shame, because David 


really did like Kiko and knew he wouldn't be able to stay after the tour. 
"Yeah. Damned if | know how she found out. Maybe he said something to her. | certainly fucking didn't." 
"Well, what are you gonna do now?" David was the planner of the group, the information keeper as Dave had 


dubbed him. If Dave wanted to go to a facility, David would find him one, or a string of drop in outpatient 


sessions. Whatever he wanted. 


Dave shrugged. "Dunno. Go without | guess. I'll live." 
Immediately David was wary of the winging it plan. Self detox was damn near impossible, and managing to stay 
clean without support was difficult at best, especially for someone like Dave. "I'm here to help. You know you 


can talk to me any time and I'll do anything you need me to." 


Dave started at him again, studying his face. The scrutiny brought a little flush to David's cheeks. No one 
looked at him like that anymore. Dave almost looked hungry. 


"Except score you drugs. | want to help you get healthy again" David smiled after his offer was made. 
Everything with Dave had to have a disclaimer. 


Dave blinked. "Drugs?" he asked quizzically. "I'm clean, David. Have been for years." David was at a loss. That's 


what they've been talking about, right? "What are you talking about?" 
"You said Kiko cut you off, and you've been detoxing. That's why you've been so grumpy.” 


"Yeah, Kiko cut me off, but not drugs. | never said that:" His head tilted to the side. "Why would you think 
that?" 


David's brow furrowed, even after thirty years he would never be able to fully understand Dave. "What else 
would | think?" 


"Have | really been that bad?" David nodded. "Shit, sorry." Dave his behind his mop of hair, each man sitting 
with his thoughts a moment. 


David was trying to work out the latest puzzle, but felt like there was a massive piece missing. If he could help 
Dave then maybe the tour would run a little smoother. 


"You still want to help?" Dave spoke before he could get it out. Dave was peeking through his faded copper 
locks, eyes sharp through the veil. 


"Well, yeah, | don't like seeing you so miserable." 


Dave pulled his hair back from his face, the redness of his sunburn making him look like a strawberry. 
"Y'sure?" 


"Yeah, anything." 
Dave nodded and looked towards the open door. Everyone else was still doing their own thing. "Good, ‘cause my 


balls are about as blue as your suitcase." Dave turned to David, sliding his ass on the empty flight case. "Kiko 
cut me off from everything, blowjobs, handys, everything. Fucking feel like | need to drop a quart" 


David's heart stopped. Dave was suddenly next to him, peering up at him. "Just give me a hand job until his 
wife gets off the rag." 


"Aaaahh, Dave.." David looked around the small room. Did it suddenly get warmer in here? 
"IIl be quick," he said sarcastically, grabbing David's hand. "It's not like you've never done it before." 


David quickly looked at Dave's problem, embarrassed to even be thinking about .it.. again after all these years. 
Dave pulled him even closer, resting his forehead against David's chest. David's arms wrapped around Dave's 
shoulders. Dave'd always craved physical affection from those he was close to, David happy to provide it even 
if he was a bit stunned. 


Dave tugged on his hand again, pressing it against his cock. "Fucking ten days, | haven't gone ten days since | 
was fourteen" David palmed the hard cock under his hand, rubbing it through the hot denim. Dave moaned 
quietly, spreading his thighs for David. 


Paranoid eyes flew to the doorway, still empty despite the time away from the group. "Dave, there's no door.” 
Lazily Dave turned to look at the doorway. Keeping David's hand pressed to his groin, Dave shifted on the cases 
again, turning so his back was to the door. There was a taller case at his back now, acting almost like a chair. 


He tipped his head to the side, plenty of room for David to sit next to him. 
“They'll see me." 


"They saw you come in here. What did'ya escape out the drain?" David eyed up the layout of travel cases and 
assorted gear, the tall case behind Dave's back ultimately making the decision for them. 


Biting back his anxiety, David slowly dropped to his knees in front of Dave. "You don't have to.." Dave tapered 
off as David's hands found his cock again, quickly working the opening of Dave's pants. 


"Best for the wrist," one of many reasons, and the easiest to not have to explain. Carefully he pulled Dave's 

cock out, pushing the thin elastic band underneath the shaft. Dave was already hard and very ready, a clear 
drop of precome welling at the tip. David used his finger to smear it around Dave's cockhead, getting used to 
the feeling of his dick again. "Been a while," he whispered. 


His fingers curled around Dave's shaft and gently started to stroke. He tried to remember how much pressure 
Dave liked, hoping that not much had changed over the years. They only had a few minutes. Dave said he'd be 


quick, but everyone was just outside the doorless room, waiting for stage call.. 


Dave shifted his hips, digging in his pants and moving his balls. Denim pulled taught at his waist with the extra 
arm shoved in there. David kept a fast rhythm going, intent on getting Dave some relief as soon as possible. 


He knew he was rubbing Dave raw. Hot skin and a dry hand was a recipe for disaster. David tried to gather up 


as much spit as he could muster. He spat in his hand and spread it on Dave's cock, the thin layer helpful but 


not enough. 


"Spit," he said as he held out his hand. Dave managed to get a nice amount of foamy spit and David added it to 
his contribution. His thumb and forefinger made a tight circle around Dave's dick, focusing on the ridge while 


his fingers worked further down the shaft, milking as fast as he could. 


Dave's head fell back, teeth catching his lip. If they were alone David was pretty sure he would have moaned. 
A little noise escaped even as Dave fought to be quiet. 


"Sssssh," David reminded him. Electra giggled in the main room again, probably still flirting with Kiko. David 
didn't want to think about it right now. He'd had a few mother/daughter teams over the years, and a few 
twins, but father/daughter was not on his bucket list. Lucky Kiko. 


The spit was starting to dry, leaving Dave's skin stickier than it had been before. "David, please." There were 
few options. Dave was close but much more jerking would leave him in pain. Time was running out. With a small 


smirk, David knew what he had to do. 


"Dave?" His head snapped up and glazed eyes met David's. Licking his lips, David bent down and carefully took 
Dave's cock between his lips, using his tongue to catch the sudden rush of precome. 


"Shit," Dave cursed quietly, reaching out to hold back David's hair. David let the hard cock slide in as far as it 
would go, pursing his lips around the shaft as he pulled back. Skin finally slid smoothly, David working quickly as 


he could. 


"Hey Dave, have you seen Junior?" Dirk had woken up from his nap and was trying to get the rhythm section 
together. 


David almost choked, Dave thrusting his dick as far down his throat as he could. Tears welled in his eyes; it 


wasn't painful, but it wasn't comfortable either. 


"Dave's not here,’ he answered sounding like Tommy Chong. Dave's hands fisted in David's hair, pulling slightly 
at the roots. 


"OK," Dirk said and clomped off with this big Belgian feet. 


Dave thrust again and David sucked him as hard as he could, using lips and tongue, fingers, even the waistband 


of Dave's underwear was used as it pressed against Dave's balls. 


David knew the little hitching breaths, the small involuntary hip thrusts, and the brackish liquid running over 
his tongue. All he had to do was suck a bit harder, rub at the small spot underneath Dave's cockhead.. 


Hands gripped his hair again, holding him still as Dave came in his mouth. Dave hadn't been lying, he came a lot, 


David trying to swallow it and not get any on his stage clothes. 


Dave sagged against the tall case, boneless after finally getting his release. David has to swallow as them 
phlegmy come stuck to his throat. Vocals were going to be interesting tonight. "Dave, get up." David remained 
on his knees on the floor, just in case anyone else decided to look around. "Gotta get going.” His own cock 
throbbed painfully in his shorts. not enough time to run to the bathroom and jack off. He needed some water, 


pronto. "C'mon, Dave." 


He breathed deep and sat up enough to tuck himself away. At least if anyone came looking it would be less 
incriminating. David looked at his watch. Half an hour to go. "I gotta find my ears." David hauled himself to his 
feet, fluffing out his hair that Dave had wrecked. He looked down at his knees. Dust city. He patted at the 
fabric, grimacing when it didn't disappear. They were his last clean stage pants. "Oh man," he rubbed at the 


chalky marks, hoping no one would notice. 
"Thanks, | owe you one." Dave didn't look like he'd be able to stand, much less play a two hour show. 


David smirked to himself, just waiting to cash in on the IOU. 


